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heart of the great chestnut on the lawn. Below
I can see the dewy glimmering fields, the lights of
the little port, the pale sea-line. It seems now all
impossibly beautiful and tranquil ; but I know
that even then it was often marred by disappoint-
ments, and troubles, and fears. Little anxieties
that have all melted softly into the past, that were
easily enough borne, when it came to the point,
yet, looming up as they did in the future, filled the
days with the shadow of fear, That is the phan-
tom that one ought to lay, if it can be laid. And
is there hidden somewhere any well of healing,
any pure source of strength and refreshment, from
which we can drink and be calm and brave ?
That is a question which each has to answer for
himself. For myself, I can only say that strength
is sometimes given, sometimes denied. How
foolish to be anxious! Yes, but how inevitable !
If the beauty and the joy of the world gave one
assurance in dark hours that all was certainly well,
the pilgrimage would be an easy one. But can
one be optimistic by resolving to be ? One can
of course control oneself, one can let no murmur
of pain escape one, one can even enunciate deep
and courageous maxims, because one would not
trouble the peace of others, waiting patiently till
the golden mood returns. But what if the deso-
late conviction forces itself upon the mind that
sorrow is the truer thing ? What if one tests
one's own experience; and sees that, under the